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The gravely, upturned crackle of the wind could be heard colliding against the shudders of her bedroom window. This sound, as frightening as it was, had at times brought her a strange sort of peace when no one was around. She had been waiting and watching, both patiently and diligently, peeking through the naturally opened spaces between her ancient plastic blinds. 

Once a bright and luminescent white, these blinds had now turned yellow with age and much like her blinds, she herself had changed drastically as well. Her once tight ebony skin had undoubtedly begun to sag, while the tips of her brittle fingers were more pale and boney, that to describe them as skeletal would be an understatement; they were the hands that belonged to another time entirely. 

Soon enough. She thinks to herself. 

The old woman was alone in her room, so she said this to no one, but to only the darkness that surrounded her. 

“Soon enough, I’ll see their lights—the fog-colored, yellow that comes from overused bulbs behind tempered cheap plastic, and then they will be here.” She then continued to watch through the old plastic blinds, looking for any sign of color amidst the wooded darkness.

There is a voice that is carried upon the wind tonight...I hope that it belongs to him...The Ferryman.

She peeked—one eye large, the other pressed tightly together as if almost nonexistent—through the spaces between her cream-colored blinds. 

Soon enough. She whispered in her mind; both considering the night and oh the person—entity—that will make all her dreams come true. 

But all she could were the trees, and all that could be heard was the wind and the way the upturn of gravel smacked against the shutters. She is alone...but not for long.

“Greetings...Lady Laveau,” a voice said from behind her head. “How could I be of service to you?”

The old woman tightly pulled the shutters closed, before turning around and acknowledged the cloaked figure who hovered amidst the darkness. Behind her now—she did not see it, but she could fully sense it—was the on-coming lights from a police cruiser; the one she  had been waiting for. Lucky for her, time was no opinion in the face of the entity that stood before her—and it wasn’t just because she felt something for the obscure being, though that might play a part of some sort here—no, this was because the being, the entity of darkness, was death itself. 

“I did not truly expect for you to show.”

The cloaked figure bowed gracefully, before looking up at the old woman. He then tilted his head onto one side, as he finally recognized both the dead tone of voice and the questionable nature from which she said this statement. 

“And...why’s that?”

“Because,” she replied. “I didn’t think that you still loved me.”

The figure, for a moment, stood quiet; before opening his arms widely, as to greet the old woman again, but this time, with a loving embrace. She had then fell deep within his arms—hugged the pitch-black shadows that surrounded him, and instantly felt the same way she did almost eighty-five years ago; when of course, they first met. 

“You’ve grown old, my dear...” death then said. 

“So have you, my love.” she replied.

They held each other then, that much tighter.

“That is true,” death said, rather matter-of-factly. “but you know...with me it’s different. I warned you about this, once before, when we were much younger. I believe you were...nineteen then?”

“Going on, twenty, yes,” laveau replied. “Elkhorn was very different back then—Grimwood County in-general was something else entirely. Do you remember how we met?”

Death’s mind faded for a moment; past the cosmos of infinite time and through the erre that was and will be, the inevitable plan for the entire universe. It was then that all (his mind that is) landed aburply. For him, it was like staring at your reflection in a mirror that had been fogged-up from the steam of a hot shower—you could see yourself, of course, but not too well. The perks of being Death: you were always looking forward, but rarely were you ever looking back. Honestly, if you were him, why would you? You wouldn’t have any need to do so. 

This is when Death, only momentarily, had changed. His voice no longer slow and methodical, but as it was (long before becoming death) as if he was regalar; both normal and precise; what she remembered him to be. 

What Death saw through the fog had been something that most of us would have seen within our own minds. That is, when we reminisce on a specific memory; expect with him, he was able to physically see the image—again, it was only a memory seen through the foggy haze of pure imitation. This memory was, of course, of him and of her. He, not having even changed a day—except for the singular detail that he was indeed human. Yes, a human male—the same down to the intricate details, the same way he was on their wedding night—but also, his name wasn’t even Death at the time; at least, not yet. Nor (if you were wondering), was his name Azrael—the previous owner of this title—but instead, it was of Franklin; Franklin Hurst. 

Her name was still Laveau at the time—Marie Elenor Laveau, to be exact. But she was indeed, almost eighty-five years younger then had she been now. Her skin, for one, was a dead giveaway, as it no longer sagged and her hair—now a stark and dusty mixture of grey with hints of charcoal—cut short to above the neckline—had then been long, vibrate and satin black. This, for the record, is how Franklin (death incarnate) has and always remembered Lady Laveau; the same as she stood back then: posed, prim and proper, and as beautiful as ever. 

Even now, looking down at the feeble, ancient form of the woman who stood over a hundred-and-three years old, he (Franklin Hurst—Death incarnate) only saw that girl; the same, as if it was yesterday. The young woman, hovering over a broom, and sweeping the outside of her mother’s flower shop. A place then called, Laveau’s Flowers, but later reverted towards the title to just “Flowers”—after Marie’s mother had passed away. Nowadays, almost eight-five years later, it could be seen being called “Grimwood Flowers Inc”—maybe you’ve heard of it; maybe not.
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